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DEATH HAS 
MANY FACES 




Twice Red Skye's blazing 
guns had shot the deadly 
Baron Skull out of the sky 
over Britain! Only hit death 
could soothe the mad Noil's 
terrible hatred!! 



CAPTAIN SAUNDERS 
came into' the American 
rfiroom at Farley, (tie great 
British fighter drome. Red 
Skye, lolling al ease with Midge 
Connelly and big Johnny Farr, 
his flight-mates, snapped to at- 
tention. 

"At ease," Saunders grinned 
and opened his hand to show* 
three folded strips of paper. 
"And relax, yon three. Your 
application for twenty-four 
' hour leave has been granted 
. . ." He raised a hand to stop 
their exclamations of joy and 
. "On one condition." 



"1 knew it," Midge Connelly 
mourned in pretended anguish. 
"The brass hats always tag a 
joker on their gifts." 

"You know as well as I do 
that Red Skye, here, is a marked 

"Twice he's shot planes from 
under Baron Skull — and The- 
Baron is out for blood ven- 
geance." 

"B-But," sputtered big 
Johnny. "The Baron's a Nazi 
over in Germany somewhere — 
and we only figured on going 
as far as London." 

"The Baron may be any- 
where," Captain Saunders said 
soberly. "He's a crack espion- 
age agent as well as flying ace. 

r of disguise who 



i thai 



: taken his 



place in the R.A.F. to pull some 
coup. He was in Germany yes- 
terday. Today he may be over 
here — over here to murder the 
man who made him look silly to 
his comrades and* his Fuehrer. 



You can take that leave," he 
added, "but wati^i yourselves 
every moment. And you two — 
you're Lieutenant Skye's official 
bodyguards. If anything hap- 
pens to him, I'll have your 
scalps — and I'm not fooling 
about that." 

"Nuts!'"' Red Skye growled 
when the officer had gone, His 
lean, bronzed face was flushed 
with 
take c 

London and I'll "skin you my- 
self." He got up, grinning down 
at them. "Let's get our stuff to- 



"I 

» of myself. You r 



scramble for belongings. Grin- 
ning, Red Skye strolled to his 

' own room. He leaned down, 
slid his suitcase out from his 
bunk and froze, every nerve m 

■his body going taut with 

.shocked surprise. 



That morning he had had his 
suitcase out and it was entirely 
normal. Now, drawing it from 
under his bed, he came face to 
face with a sheet of paper 
pasted boldly, on the lid. There 
was no writing on the paper at 
all. 

There was nothing on it but 
the bold black picture of a grin- 
ning human skull. 

"Baron Skull!" Skye snarled 
aloud. "He's here — in England 
— at Farley Drome. Here to get 

His face set into grim lines 
around the agate-hardness of 
his gray eyes. With a single, 
swift movement he ripped the 
challenging picture from the 
suitcase and stuffed it into his 
pocket. When he joined his 
comrades at the waiting lorrv 
twenty minutes later, his face 
was calm, composed. He said 
nothing about the grim warn- 
ing- 

"Hop ho," the cockney driver 
said, easing in the clutch. 
"We're off for dear old Lunnon 
and a bit of leave, what?" 

The lorry swung out onto the 
road and a moment later slowed 
down abruptly. An officer in the 
uniform of the Royal Air Force 
had appeared in the road ahead, 
waving them down. The lorry 

"Got room for another pas- 
senger?" the officer asked. "My 
leave came through too late to 
catch you in there so I hoofed 

" 'Op aboard, sir," the driver 
said cheerfully. "Room and to 
spare." 

"Thanks." The pilot swung 
his bag up and accepted a boost 
from Red Skye and big Johnny 
leaning down. His eyes swept 
them curiously, veiled and cau- 
tious, as they sized him up. 

||E WAS A STOCKY, 
square-faced man of per- 
haps thirty-five, dark of com- 
plexion and sombre of face. Re^I 
Skye had seen many like him 
in the R.A.F., men who had 
walked in the shadow of Death 
•o long that its wings had col- 
ored their very personalities. It 
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was only the man's eyes that 
were different, hard and veiled, 
with a (peer seething flame of 
emotion in their depths. Skye 
had seen eyes like that once be- 
fore, the eyes of a pilot going 
up right after getting word that 
his family had died in a London 
bombing. Eyes that veiled a 
terrible seething fury, an insane 
hatred of someone or something. 




They exchanged introduc- 
tions. The veiled eyes slid up 
toward Red Skye's face and 
lingered there. Then the pilot 
looked away and fell into a 
silence that defied conversation. 
The others chatted in animated 
voices, ignoring him. An hour 
later the lorry rumbled over the 
cobbled streets into blacked-) 

"See you tomorrow night, old 
pal old chum," Midge Connelly 
said breezily as they unloaded 
at Nelson Square. "Aw rcser- 

The driver grinned. Red Skye 
turned to the silent Briton. 

"We're heading for a dinner 
at Bertholdy's. Care ti 



The dark I 



eyes shifted 



away, then back. "Thank you. 



Perhaps I will. Yes, I'll be 
happy to join you." 

When they had ordered in 
the big, heavily-curtained din- 
ing room, big Johnny pushed 
back his chair. 

"I'm gonna wrassle once more 
with these Limey telephones. 
There's a little blonde nurse . . ." 
he broke off, grinning. 

Midge Connelly jumped up. 
"Me, too, chum. Only mine's a 
redhead . . . Hey, hold every- 
thing. Remember orders? We 
gotta keep one wing over Red. 
here. We're his bodyguards, you 
know." 

The dark Robbins looked up 
sharply. "Bodyguards?" 

"Sure," Midge explained 
cheerfully. "Red's the^uy who 
changed the spelling on a cer- 
tain jerry's name." 

"Spelling?" the dark man 
stared blankly. 

Big Johnny guffawed. "Yeah. 
Red changed his name frorrt 
Bpron Skull to Barren Skull- 
get it? We call him Empty-Head 
for short. You heard how Red 
shot him down twice— made a 
monkey outa the guy before all 

"Baron Skull," the dark mart 
said very softly and for a mo- 
ment the flame in his eyes was 
unveiled, sharp and writhing 
and ugly. One brown hand 
clenched tight on the table, then 
relaxed. "Oh, ye*. I heard about 
it. And you think this— Baron 
Skull might come over here for 
personal vengeance?" 

"Oh, trot along and buzz 
your honeys," Red Skye broke 
in fc blushing. "I'm safe enough 
heTe. Scram, idiot, " 

The two hesitated, then 
marched off toward the tele- 
phones. Red Skye and the dnrk 
Robbins watched their backs 
vanish into the crowd that 
thronged the restaurant. The 
dark man's hands were out of 
sight below the table. His eyes 
slid back 10 Red Skye who was 
spilling a cigaret from an open 

"Skye," the dark man said 
softly. "There's a gun in my 
hand— under the table. It's 
pointing straight at your mid- 



48 

Red Skye scratched a match 
and held it, peering over the 
flame at his companion. There 
were dancing demons of excite- 
ment in his gray eyes. 

"I know it," he said quietly. 
"I watched you work the gun 
out while you thought I wasn't 
looking. You do get around, 
don't you — Baron Skull?" 

"You ..." the dark mar. 
said hoarsely and a pulse beat 
heavily in his temple. "When 
did you find out my identity?" 

"Guessed it when you climbed 
■board the lorry," Red said 
cheerfully, puffing smoke. "An 
officer of your rank wouldn't 
have to grab a bag and go run- 
ning down the road after a bus. 
Now that you've got me, what 
are yon going to do? You can't 
very well shoot me here in the 
midst of a crowd of soldiers and 
expect to escape." 

"Can't I?" the dark Nazi 
marled, eyes blazing. "At least 
two of my agents are in this 
room, spotted close to the lights. 
When I fire, the lights will go 
out and an instant confusion 
will be started. If I can't escape 
under those circumstances, I 
don't deserve to escatje at all." 

"Nice," Red mused, his eyes 
narrow. "You have everything 
planned. I see you haven't the 
nerve to try another aerial com- 
bat on equal terms. I suppose 
my murder will make you feel 
brave and successful." 

■BARON SKULL fought 
down his futy with super- 
human effort. 

"This is war," he spat. "There 
are no rules, no codes of honor. 
The object is to win — and now, 
my friend, I am the winner. You 
will die, here and now, and all 
Germany will cheer my daring 
in penetrating the very heart of 
enemy defenses to accomplish 
your death." 

Red Skye grinned, though his 
nerves were taut and little icicles 
crawled along his spine. The 
man was mad, a murderous 
maniac of terrible power and 
nothing bur Red Skye's death 
would ever bring him rest from 
his nagging fury of defeat. The 
gun, perhaps two feet from 
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Red's tense stomach was invis- 
ible beneath the table cloth. But 
Red knew it would be centered 
with deadly accuracy. Before he 
could even move to escape, that 
gun would bUst out his life and 
in the confused darkness, the 
Baron would escape. 

"It's coming now," Red Skye 
thought then, as he saw the 




cords in the Nazi's neck tighten, 

saw the eyes narrow and thin 
lips peel back from wolfish 
teeth. He sucked in a deep drag 
from his cigaret . . . 

And without any warning, 
flipped the burning butt straight 
across the table in The Baron's 
eyes! At the same instant. Red 
hurled his chair backward. One 
foot came up in a kick that had 
all the fury of pent-up muscles 
behind it. 

He could not see the gun nor 
the hand that held it but he had 
aimed by the position of Baron 
Skull's arm as he could see it 
above the table. His foot lashed 
up and he felt the hard toe of 
his boot connect with flesh and 
bone. There was a sickening 
snap, a moan of sheer agony 
from the dark man's lips. The 
gun thundered, muffled by the 
table, cloth, and something 
touched Red Skye's side with a 
flaming stab. 

Then Red was down on his 



back on the floor, in the midst 
of yelling confusion. He saw ■ 
The Baron leaping up, cold per- 
spiration dotting the dark fore- 
head as the gun slipped from a 
broken hand. Across the room. 
Red saw a stranger in a British 
uniform leaping for the light 
switch. The Baron would es- 

On his back, Red kicked up 
again with both feet. His heels 
caught the edge of the table, 
sent it hurtling over onto The 
Baron, deluging him with dishes 
and silverware. At the same in- 
stant, the tights went out and 
Red heard the roaring voice of 
big Johnny calling his name. 

Instantly Red squirmed 
around and dived through inky 
blackness toward the sound of 
sobbing struggle. The Baron 
was tangled in the table cloth. 
Red felt the whip-hard body 
under him and slammed with 
his fist. Sharp steel hissed 
through the darkness, bit into 
his shoulder. He heard furious 
curses in strangled German. 

Then the lights were on and 
rough hands were jefking the 
cursing Baron out of his grip. 
Big Johnny and Midge were 
grabbing him, lifting him to a 
chair. His head swam dizzily 
from loss of blood, though he 
knew neither of his wounds was 

Suddenly a familiar face 
loomed over him. McKay, the 
army intelligence man, was 
there, whispering: "Great work, 
Skye. I followed you and saw 
you take him. We got The 
Baron. I was afraid to shoot for 
fear he'd plug you. We got him 
now and you're safe from . . ." 

Outside there was a rattle of 
shots, a yell and a moan of 
agony. Men cursed and sud- 
denly McKay was back, his face 
black with fury. 

"He got away," the intelli- 
gence man snarled. His pais 
staged a rescue, killed two 
guards and got him away." 

Red Skye managed a weak 
grin. "He'll be back," he said 
softly. "I'm still alive — and as 
long as I'm alive. The Baron 
will be back." 

The Eod 
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